GASCOIGNE and SIR EDWARD  DYER

Eke lullaby my loving boy,

My little Robin, take thy rest 5
Since age is cold and nothing coy,

Keep close thy coin, for so is best.
With lullaby be thou content,
With lullaby thy lusts relent;
Let others pay which hath mo pence,
Thou art too poor for such expense.

Thus lullaby my youth, mine eyes,
My will, my ware, and all that was;

I can no more delays devise,

But, welcome pain, let pleasure pass.

With lullaby now take your leave,

With lullaby your dreams deceive;

And, when you rise with waking eye,

Remember then this lullaby.

G, GASCOIGNE

Prom Rawlinson MS
My mind to me a kingdom is,
Such present joys therein I find,
That it excels all other bliss
That earth affords, or grows by kind.
Though much I want which most would have,
Yet still my mind forbids to crave.
No princely pomp, no wealthy store,
No force to win a victory,
No wily wit to salve a sore,
No shape to feed a loving eye;
To none of these I yield as thrall 5
For why?   My mind doth serve for all.
I see how plenty surfeits oft,
And hasty climbers soon do fall;
I see that those which are aloft,
Mishap doth threaten most of all.
They get with toil, they keep with fear;
Such cares my mind could never bear.
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